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Ny AM _ indebted to a very ingeni- 
fous correfpondent at Cambridge 
‘288 for the following ode, which in 
Tk “juftice to it’s merit, and for the 
) YZ) entertainment of thofe of my read- 
. Mes < eS *@ ers:who have a true tafte for poeti- 





cal compel, I have taken the firft opportunity to 
make public. : 
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. [ E D by the mufe,.my flep pervades 
The facred haunts, the peaceful fhades, 


Where ArT and Scu.PTuRE reign: 
JI fee, I fee, at their command, 
‘The living ftones in order | fraud, 
And marble breathe. through ev'ry vein! 
‘Time Yreaks bis boftile sfeythe ; -be fighs 
To find bis pow'r malignant fled ; 
“¢ And what avails my dart, be cries, 
“* Sinoe thefe can atimate the dead? 
“ Since awak'd-to- mimic life, again in ftone 
<« The patriot feems to fpeak, the beroe frown 2” 


‘There Viarve’s Filent train are feen, 
_Faft fix'd their looks, ereét their mien. 

Lo! while, with more than foie foul, 

The * Attic Sace exhaufts the .bovl, 

A pale fuffufion fades bis eye, 

Till by degrees the marble dies 


See 
®* Socrates, who w2s condemned to die by poifon. 
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See there ‘the injur'd 4 Pox ‘bleed? 
Ab! fee she ‘droops ‘bis languid bead ! 
What farting ‘nerves, what dying pain, 
What ‘horror freezes ev'ry vetn ! 
‘Thefe are thy works; O'ScuneTuRe ! thine to few 
In rugged rack a fecling fenfe of woe. 
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‘Yet not alone fuch ‘themes demand 
‘The Puypian firoke, the Depart band; 
I view with melting eyes 
A fofter fcene of grief difplayd, 
While from her treaft the duteous ‘maid 
Her Inrant Sixt swith food fupplies. 
In pitying lone fhe weeps, .to fee 
His fqualid hair, .and galling chains, : 
And trembling, on ber bended knee, 
His hoary head her hand fupains; 
Wile ev'ry look, and forrowing feature prove, 
How foft ber breaft, how great ber filial Jove. 


“Lo! there the wild ¢ Assyrian Queen, 
With threat'ning brow, and frantic mien! 
| Revenge ! 


4 Seneca, born at Corduba, who according to Pliny, 
‘was orator, poet, and philofopher. He bled to death 
in the Bath. 


¢ Semiramis, cum ei circa cultum capitis fui occupa- 
te nunciatum effet Babylonem defeciffe ;. altera parte 
crinium adhuc folutd protinus ad eam expugnandam cu- 
currits nec prius decorem capillorum in ordinem quam 
tantam urbem in poteftatem fuam redegit: quocirca 
ftatua ejus Babylone pofita eft &c. Val. Max. de Ira. 
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Revenge! revenge ! the. marble. cries; . 
While, fury fparkles inher eyes. | 

Thus.was her awful form bebéld, 
‘When: Basyton’s proud fons rebell'd; 
. She left the. woman's: vainer care, 
-And flew with loofe .difbevell’d . batr ; 
She firetch’d her hand, imbru’d in blood, 
While pale ‘fedition trembling ‘ftood ; 
In fudden filence, the mad croud obey d 
«Her awful voice, and Stygian difcord fled ! 


‘With -hope,-or ‘fear, or tove, by turns, 
“Lhe ‘marble leaps, or fhrinks, or burns, 
As ScutptTure waves ‘ber ‘hand: 
The varying paffions of the mind, 
Her faithful bandmaids are afign'd, 
And rife or ‘fall by ‘her command. 
“When now life’s wafted lamps ‘expire, 
‘When finks to dujt this mortal frame, 
She, like PROMETHEUS, grajfps the fire; 
Her touch revives the lambent dames 


_ «~FWhile, Phanix-like, the fatefinan, bard, or fage, 


- Spring frefh to life, and breathe through ew'ry age. 


Hence, where the organ full and clear, 


‘With loud hofannas. charms the ear, 
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Bebold (a prifm within bis bands) 
Abjorb din thought, great * Newton ftands! 
Such was his folemn, wonted flate, 






























‘His ferious brow, and mufing gait, 
When, taught on eagle-wings to fly, 
He trae’d the wonders of the fky; — 
The chambers of the fun explor'd,. 
Where tints of thoufand hues are ftor'a ; 
Whence ev'ry flow'r in painted robes is dreft, 
And varying Iris fleals ber gaudy veft. 


Here, as Devotion, Aeav'nly queen, 
‘Conducts her beft, her fav'rite train, 
At NewrTon’s Shrine they how ; . 
And while with raptur'd eyes they gaze, . 
With Vintur’s pureft-veftal rays, 
Behold thetr ardent bofoms glow ! 
‘Hail, mighty mind! Hail, awful name! 
I feel infpir'd my lab’ring Breaft ; 
And lo! Ipant, I burn for fame! 
Come, Science,. bright ethereal gueft, 
‘Ob come,.and lead thy meaneft, humblef fon, 


Through Wispom’s arduous paths, to fair renown? 


Could I to one faint ray afpire, 
One fpark of that celefial fire, 
The 


* A noble ftatue of Sir Ifaac Newton, erected in 
“‘Trinity-college chapel, by doctor Smith. 
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The leading cynofure, that glow'd 
While Svat explor'd the dark “abode, 
Where Wisdom fat on NATURE’s fbrine, 
How great my boaft! what praife were mine! 
Iluftrious fage! who firft could tell 
Wherein the pow'rs of Music dwell; 
And ev'ry. magic chain untie, 
That binds the foul of Harmony! — 
To THEE, when mould'’ring ia the duft, 
To THEE fall Jwell the breathing buf? : 

Shall bere (for this reward thy merits claim) 


“* Stand next in place to NEwTon, as in fame’? 
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